TheTragedie 

By this one bloodie criall of fharpe warre. 

1. ZwyEuery mans confcience is a thoufandfwords 
To fighi againft that bloody homicide. 

2. Lor. /doubt not buthisfriends will file to vs. 

3 . Lor. He hath no fricnds,but who arc friends fer f Carf 
Which in his greatefl: need will fhrinke from him, ’ 

Rtcb, All for our vantage, then itiGod.s name march, 

T rue hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K. Richard, Norff. Ratc/tffe, C 'atesb^rntb others. 

King. Here pitch our tents, euen herein Bofworth field 
Why how now Catesby,why looked thou fo fad? ' 

Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then my looker. 
King. Norffolke,comc hither; 

Norffolke,we mnfthaueknockes.hajmuft we not# 

Nor. We mud both gittcand take, my gracious Lord, 
King. Yp with my tent there, here will 1 lye to night, 
5 ut where to morrow i well all is one for that: 

Who hath deferied the number of the foe? 

Nor. Sixeor feuen thoufand is their greatefl number, 
King, Why our battalion trebds that account, 
Befides,the kings name is a tower offrength, 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie vvant : 

V p with my tent there, valiant genth m«n> 

Let ys. ftimey the vantage of the field, 

Call for.fome men of found direction, 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay. 

For Lords, to morrow is a bufie day. 

Enter Richmond with the L ords. 

Rich. The wearie Sunne hath made a golden feate, 
And by the bright fracke of his fiei ieCarre, 

Giucs fignal! ofa goodly day to morrow : 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fhail bearemy flanderd, 
The Earle of Pembrookekcepe his regiment. 

Good Captaine Flunfibeare my good night to him, 

And by tne fecond houre in the morning, 

Defire the Earle to fee mein my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Flunt before thou goefl, 
Where is Lord Stanley quarterd,doeft thou know I 
Stm, Yaks / haue miflanehjs colours mu< ; 


Sxemt, 



of Richard the third. 

ftf .ich WtH I allured 1 haue not done, 

jjj’ s re a iment lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the niightie power ol the Icing. 

Rich, /fwithoutperillitbepoflible, ^ 
ffood captain Blunt bearemy good night to him. 

And Hue him from me, this moll needful fcrowle. 

Blunt. Vpon my life my Lord, /le vndcr take it 
flick Farewell good Blunt, 

(Jiuc me fome /nkc and paper in my tent, 

/le drawtheforraeandmodle ofour battell, 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And partin iuft proportion our fmall ftrength: 

Cdme.let vs confult vpon to morrowes bufineffe. 

Into our tent, the airc is rawc and cold. 

£nter K:Xicbard,Norjf:Ratchfe,Catesfy. 

King ■ What is a clocke i 
' fot, h is fixe of the clocke, fulEfupper time, 

Kin%. /will not flip to night.giue me fome /nkc & paper, 
TPhatismy beuer eafierthen it was? 

Andall my armor laid into my tent? 

Cat. It is my liege, and all things are in readineuc* 

King. Good Morffoke hie thee to thy charge, 
yfe carefull watch, chufe truftie Ccntinell. 

Nor. IgoemyLord, 

King, ^tur with the Larkc to morrow gentle Norftolkc. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

King. Catesbie, 

Rat. My Lord, 

King. Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanley s regement,bid him bring his power 
before Sun rifing,leaft his fonne George fall 
/nto the blindc caue ofeternall night. 

Fill me a bowle of wine, giuc me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke thet ray flaues be found and not too heauy Ratliffc. 
Rat. My Lord. 

King. Saweft thou the melancholy L.Nortbumberland* 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe, 

Much about Cocklhut time, from troupe to troupe 
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